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themfelues all men of hairc, they cal themfelues Saltiers, 
and they haue a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a gal- 
ly-mauirey ofGambols, becaufe they are notin’t : but 
they themfelues arc o’ch’mindc (ifitbccnottoo tough 
for fome, that know lictlebut bowling) it will pleafe 
plentifully. r 

Sbep. Away : Wee’lnoneon’t; heere has beene. too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) wee wca- 
rieyou. 

Pol. You wearie thofe that refrefih y S : • pray let’s fee 
thefc foure-threes of Heardfmcn. 

Ser. One three ol them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc’d before the King : and not the worftofthe 
three, but iumpes rwelue foote and a halfc by thTquire. 

Shcp. Leauc your prating, fincctbefe good men arc 
pleaf’d, let them come in : but quickly noW. 

Ser. Why, they flay atdoort Sir. ’ 

Metre a L>ance of twelve Satyres. 

Pol. O Father, you’l know more of thathcercafter: 
I»k not too fan e gone?’Tis time to part them, 

He’s fimple, and tels much. How now(fairc fhepheard) 
Your heart is full of fomething, that do’s take 
Your mindc from fcafting. Sooth, when I was yonc. 
And handed loue, as you doI was wont 
To load nay Shce with knackes: I would haue ranfackt 
1 he Pcdlcrs filken Trealury,and hauepowr’d it 
To her acceptance: you haue let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. IfyourLaffc 
Interpretation Ihould abui'c, and call this 
Yourlacke ofloue.orbpunty.you were ftraited 
For a reply at leaft, if you make a care 
Of happie holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thele are : 

The gifts flic lookes from me, arc packc and loekt 
Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already, 

Butnot deliuer’d. O hearc me breach my life 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it fhould feemc) 

Hath fometime lou’d: I take thy hand, this hand. 

As foft as Doues-downe, and as white as it. 

Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan’d fnovv, that’s bolted 
Ey tn’Northeme blafls, twice ore. 

'Pel, Whitfollowes this ? 

How prettily th’yong Swaine feemes to wafh 
The hand, was fairc before ? 1 haue put youout. 

But to your proteftation: Let me hearc 
What you profcfTe. 

Flo. Do, and be wimefie too’c. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Then he, and men : the earth, the hcaucns,and all; 

That were I crown’d the mofl Imperiall Monarch 
j Thereof moil worthy : were I the fayreft youth 
' That euermadc eye fvverne, had force and knowledge 
More then was cuer mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Loue; for her, employ them all. 

Commend them, and condcmnc them to her leruice, 

Or to their owne perdition. 

Pol. Faifely offer’d. 

Carti. This fliewes a found affedion. 

Sbep. Bur my daughter. 

Say you the like to him. 

Ter. I cannot fpcjkc 

So well, (nothing fo well ) no, normcane better 
By th’patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
The puritie ofhis. 
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Sbep. Take bands, a bargainer _, 

And friends vnknowne, you ftiall beare wim rr 
I gtuc ray daughter to him, and will mat,,. 

Her Portion, equall his. 

Flo. O, that muft bee 

J S Tm tue ° fy °^ daughter: ° ne bci »g dead 
I mail haue more then you caD dreameof 

Enough then for your wonder: but com/"’ 

Contra# vs fore thefe Witneffes. * 01, » 

Sbep. Come, your hand: 

And daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft Swaine a-while, befcechvot. 

Haue you a Father? y ’ 

Flo. I haue: but what of him ? 

Pol. Knowes he of this $* 

Flo. He neither do’s, norfliall. 

Pol. Me-thinkes a Father, 

Is at the Nuptiall of his foane, a gueft 
That bell becomes the Tabic: Pray you 0 |w m 
Is not your Father gtowne incapeable m ° rc 
Of reafonable affayres ? Is he not ftupid 
With Age, and aiding Rheumes? Can he fntak. 
Know man, from man ? Difpute his owne cft at , > 
L.es he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’s nothing 
But what he did, being childifii? ® 

Flo. No good Sir: 

He has his health, and ampler flrength indeede 
Then mofl haue ofhis age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer him (if this be fo) a wrong 
Something vnfilliall: Beafon my fonne 
Should choofe himfelfe a wife, but as good reafon 
1 ne bather ( all whofc ioy is nothing elfe 
But faire poflenty) fliould hold fome counfaile 
In fucha bufinefle. 

Flo. I yccldall this; 

But for fome other reafons (my graue Sir) 

Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father ofthis bufineffc. ' 1 

To/. Lethimknow’r. 

Flo He fliajl not. 

Pol, Prctheclethim. 

Flo No, he muft not. 

Sbep. Let him (my fonne) he fhall notneedtoerec 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muft not: 

Marke our Centra#. 

Pol. Marke your diuorccfyong fir) 

Whom fonne I dare not call: Thou art toobafe 
To be acknowledge. Thou a Scepters heire, 

That thus aflc$s a fheepe-hooke ? Thou, old Traitor, 

I am forry, that by hanging thee, I can 
hut fhorten thy life one wceke. And thou,frefhpecce 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom offeree muft know 
The royall Foolethou coap’ft with. 

Ship. Oh my heart. 

Pol. He haue thy beauty feratcht with briers Stmad 
More homely then thy ftate. For thee (fend boy) 

If I may cuer know rhoudoft but figh, 

That thou no more (halt neuer fee this knacke(as neucr 
I meane thou (halt) wce’l barre thee from fucceflion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Farre then ‘Deucalion off: (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs to the Court. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though full of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it* And you Enchainment, 
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-CTnougha Heardfman: yea him too, 

W orl \ himfelfe (biic for our Honor therein) 
T^ ,ta, Vv thee Ifeuer henceforth, thou 
VnW r 0 n rall Latches, to his entrance open, 

Tbefc Lbody more, with thy embraces, 

^•ZS!SL' a * tK *~ ». 

*'SEuwheertviidone: 

T , much a-fear’d : for once, or twice 
^'about to fpeake, and tell him plaioely, 

I * aS r fatfie Sun, that fliines vpon his Court, 

T ,L*his viface from our Cottage, but 
H' ae!! jijke. “Wile pleafe you (Sir) be gone ? 
l ° u ou what would come of this: Befecch you 
1 , Inwnc ftate take care: This dreamc of mine 
amkc, lieQ^eneit nomchfirthcr, 

Ru[miH ceni y Ewes, and weepc. 

* rgm \\ r bv how now Father, 

Cpeake ere thou dyeft. 

P cfop I cannot fpeake, nor thmke, 

N or dare to know, that which 1 kno w : O Sir, 

Y uhauc vndone a man of fourefcore three, 
yhat thought to fill his graue in ^ u ’et: yea, 

To dve vpori the bed my father dy de, 

Tolve dofe by his honeft bones; but now 
<nme Hangman muft put on my flirowd, and lay me 
Whe-eno Pricft ftiouels-in dull. Oh cuffed wretch, 
That itnew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldll aduenture 
To mingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone: 

,f i mjoht dye within this houre, I haue liu d 

To die when I defire. Exit - 

tlo. Why looke you fo vpon me ? 
lam but forry, not affear’d : dclaid, 

But nothing altrcd; What I was, I am: 

More draining on, for plucking backe; not following 
Myleafhvnwillingly. 

Cm. Gracious my Lord, 

You know my Fathers temper: at this time^ 

He will allow no fpcech : (which I do gheffe 
You do not purpofe to him:) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet 1 feare; 

Then till the fury ofhis Highneffe fettle 

Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it: 

I thinke Carnillo. 

Cam. Euenhe,my Lord. 

Per. How often haue I told you’twould be thus? 
How often faid my dignity would laft 
Buctill ’twer knowne? 

lie. It cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crufh the fideso’th earth together, 

And marre the feeds within. Lift vp thy lookes: 

From my fucceflion wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affetftion. 

Cam. Beaduis’d. 

Flo. I am : and by my fancie,if my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient: 1 haue reafon: 

Ifnot, my fences better pleas’d withmadneffc. 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate ( fir.) 

Flo. So call it: but it do’s fulfill mv vow: 

I needs muft thir.keit honefty. Camilla, 

NotforFlohemia, nor chcpompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun fees, or 
The dofe earth wombes’, or the profound Teas, hides 


In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
To this my fairc belou’d :Thercfore, I pray you, 

As you haue cuer bin my Fathers honour’d friend. 
When he fhall miffe me, as fin faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) call your good counfailcs 
Vpon his pafsion: Let my lclfe,and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 

And fo deliuer, I am put to Sea 

With her, who hccre I cannot hold on (hore: 

And moft opportune to her neede, I haue 
.A Veffcll rides fall by, but not prepar’d 
For this defigne. What courfe 1 meane to bold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Conccrncmc the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 

I would your fpirit were eafier for aduice. 

Or ftronger for your neede. 

Flo. Hearke Perdita, 

He heareyou by and by. 

Cam. Hee’s irremoueable,' 

Refolu’d for flight: Now were I happy if 
His going, I could frame to feme my turne, 

Saue him from danger, do him loue and honor, 
Purchafe the fight againe ofdecre Sicillia, 

And that vnhappy King, my Maftcr, whom 
I fo much thirfl to fee. 

Flo. Now good Carnillo > 

I am fo fraught with curious bufineffc, that 
I leaue out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir,I thinke 

You haue heard of my poorc feruices, i’th loue 
That I haue borne your Father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Haue you deferu’d : It is my Fathers Muficke 
To fpeake your deeds: not little ofhis care 
To haue themrecompenc’d,as thought mi. 

Cam. Well fmy Lord) 

If you may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, 

And through him, what’s neereft to him, which is 
Your gracious felfe; embrace but my direction, 

I f your more ponderous and fetled proieiff 
\ May fuffer alteration. On mine honor, 

I lie point you where you fhall haue fuch receiuing 
As fhall become your Highneffe, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris; from the whcm,I fee 
There’s no difiumfuon to be made, but by 
(As heauens forefend) your mine : Marry her. 

And with my beft endcuours, in your abfence, 

Your difeontenting Father, ftriuc to qualifie 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Flo’ How Carnillo 

May this (almott a miracle) be done ? 

Tbit I may call thee fomething more then miio, 

And after that trull to thee.. 

Cam. Haue you thought on 
A place whereto you 1 go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as th’vnthought-on accident is guiltte 
To what we wildely do, fo we profeffc 
Our fclues to be the flaues of chance, and fiyes 
Of euery winde that blowes. 

Cam , Then lift tome : 

Thistollowes, if you will not change your purpole 

But vndergo this flight; make for Sicillia, . 

And there prefent your felfe, and your fayre Princefie 

Crs. I r.. rk A rrtitft- ’fnrP T. POYltCS “ 






















































































